Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
was chased by the prowling English fleet into the harbor
of Ajaccio.
Once again he saw the blue waters of the gulf, the an-
cient walls and gates of the town, the familiar belfries
of San Giovanni Battista, the green hills, and old Monte
Rotondo sparkling in the distant sunshine. And as they
dropped anchor the bells of the convent came to him over
the waters.
On the quai the townspeople who had driven him away
now gathered to greet him. For the time at least they
were proud of him. But this pride was embarrassing, for
half of the town claimed kinship with him; the other half
held up their offspring to be kissed and blessed as his
godchildren. Now, in Egypt he had exacted some twelve
millions of tribute; but this he had scrupulously pre-
served for France, only sixteen thousand francs going
into his pocket, scarcely enough for transportation. On
this fund considerable inroads were made by the godchil-
dren. These francs, of course, were in the form of strange
Turkish sequins; but Uncle Fesch, who had returned to
Corsica, changed them for him at the bank.
It was with some feeling of sadness that Napoleon
found only this one of his more immediate family still
dwelling in the old town. With him he visited the house on
the via Malerbe, now restored after the pillage, lingered
for a while in the coop in the attic and in the summer-
house he had built on the terrace. Also they went to the
altar of the cathedral, where the murdered del Sarra had
lain, and walked by the shore where loomed above-ground
the stone houses of the dead, and where now dwelt the old
archdeacon.
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